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emer Gives Good Head 


he reason Quentin Taran- 

tino is a true genius is that 
he knows how to explode a hu- 
man head without actually 
showing the exploding head 
proper. It’s kind of a Hitchcock 
thing. You know how Hitch used 
to say that what you don‘ see is 
scarier than what you do see? 
Well, Quentin just carries this 
idea to its logical conclusion, 
and all he ever shows is little 
pieces of bloody human skull 
and brain splatterin all over a 
windshield and the back seat of 
a car after John “Mumbledy 
Lips” Travolta accidentally hits 
the trigger while he’s turned 
around in the front seat talkin 
to a scared black guy in the 
back seat. Pretty soon the guy 
he was talkin to looks like a 
ravioli dinner somebody 
dropped on the pavement. 

Anyhow, you know what I’m talkin about by 
now. I’m talkin about Pulp Fiction, the latest 
Tarantino “paint the walls red” comedy. 

They are not gonna like this one in Sweden. 

The reason I mention the explodin-head deal is 
that a few years back, when Frankenhooker first 
came out, they tried to get it banned from theaters 
because the MP Double-A Censorship Board said 
you couldn’t show actual exploding heads to minors. 
You had to be at least 18 years old to view an 
exploding head, even if it was a David Cronenberg 
artsy-fartsy Canadian exploding head. 

And then Tarantino came along and solved the 
problem for everbody. You show the exploding head 
after it explodes. You show exploding-head remains. 
And that way you get an “R” rating and they show 
the movie in art houses in Greenwich Village and it 
becomes a cultural experience for all of us. 

Pulp Fiction is a buddy movie, the old familiar 





Pulp Fiction’s Samuel L. Jackson and his retro-afro. 


story of a heroin-junkie hitman (Travolta) and his 
scripture-quoting sidekick (Samuel L. Jackson) run- 
ning around El Lay wasting small-time hoods that 
get in the way of bad-guy fat-man prize-fight-fixing 
scuzzball gangster Ving Rhames. Rhames is bribin 
boxer Bruce Willis to go down in the fifth round, but 
Brucie plans to run off with his French girlfriend 
(Maria de Medeiros), except he escapes without 
packin the gold watch that his dying daddy gave him 
after concealing it in his hiney for five years in 
Vietnam, and when he goes back home to get it, he 
has to start slingin some automatic weapons around 
and runnin from Rhames, who chases him into a 
hillbilly pawn shop where two guys named Maynard 
and Zed keep a geek chained up in their basement 
and spend their spare time dreaming about Ned 
Beatty nekkid, if you know what I mean and I think 
you do. 

Meanwhile, Shas Travolta is assigned to take 
care of Ving Rhames’ wife—played by Uma Thurman, 


wearin this Queen of Sheba hair- 
cut—and he starts to get horny 
after doing the twist with her in 
a theme-park pop-culture res- ’ : ee 
taurantcalledJackRabbitSlims, , , _ 2 anusitiiijjjijijzzyza 
but the day is saved when she augme : 
finds a baggie of heroin and over- 
doses by sucking it up her nose 
and they rush her over to drug 
dealer Eric Stoltz’s house so he 
can instruct Travolta in how to 
plunge an adrenalin needle into 
her heart and save her life and 
his life, only later on he ends up 
in a restaurant with Samuel L. 
Jackson where two natural born 
killers try to... actually, I kinda 
forgot what this movie is about. 

Way too much plot gettin in 
the way of the story. pee 

Full of gratuitous violence. ge 

I loved it. 

Eight dead bodies. Nonekkid 
breasts. (What’s wrong with you, 
Quentin?) Eighteen piercing 
holes in Rosanna Arquette’s face. Closeup horse mob boss, for saying “I’m gonna get medieval on your 
injection. One motor vehicle crash. Needle through ass’; Samuel L. Jackson, as the religious-minded 
the heart. Gratuitous Christopher Walken. Gratu- hitman; and John Travolta, for looking like he’s on 
itous Harvey Keitel. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- heroin even when he’s not. 
nations for Eric Stoltz, as the slimy drug dealer, for Four stars. 
saying “Heroin is coming back”; Ving Rhames, as the Joe Bob says check it out. 


# 





Uma Thurman and her retro-Queen-of-the-Nile. 
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Bruce Willis and his retro-Kojak. 





Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Debbie Does Radio 


cluded Roger 
Corman, Gunnar 
Hansen and Doug 
Bradley, with 
Clive Barker to be 


Debbie Ro- 
chon is well on her 
way to the top of 
several careers. 
Her editing and 


cocked actor. Rochon will again 
return to British Columbia in 
February to shoot Arrow 
Entertainment’s vampire film, 
Nocturnals. Besides film acting 


writing career at B- their guest on Feb- and radio hosting, Rochon is also 
movie magazine ruary 23. The for- starring in the classic play 
Femme _ Fatales matis anon-the-air Dracula, which will open the end 
helped put her on interview with a_ of January at the Tribeca Lab in 
the map asa/femme questionandanswer New York City. She has also 


recently appeared on the Fox TV 
show New York Undercover as 
well as making an upcoming ap- 
pearance for the Playboy Chan- 
nelin House Arrest. And for those 
of you who enjoy Rochon’s writ- 
ing, she is freelancing for some 
fine publications. 

I would like to update an 
earlier story which appeared in 
my premiere article. The erotic 
thriller reported as Victim of 
Desire is now called Sorceress, 
starring Julie Strain, Linda 
Blair and Edward Albert. Sor- 
ceress is being released by Triboro 
and was directed by Jim 
Wynorski for Wyn-Ton. 

—ME.IissA ANNE Moore 

If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
LX. /527 7. 


time for callers. 
Continuing in 
her acting career, 
Rochon is looking for 
a January 1995 re- 
lease of Canadian- 


fatale herself, but 
her career at the 
Magazine came to 
an abrupt halt 
when a higher-up 
became jealous of fs ss 

Rochon’s leading Melissa Anne Moore _ based Arrow Enter— 
men.HerdismisSS0l TUT «tainment’s Ab- 
has only made her more deter- ducted 2 co-starring Jan-Michael 
mined and catapulted her ca- Vincent and Dan Haggerty. 
reer. Rochon now has her own This action thriller, directed by 
radio talk show on the New York Boone Collins, was shot on loca- 
City station WBAT. The show, _ tion in Rochon’s home province of 
which is actually two ninety- British Columbia. Rochon said 
minute shows called “Sound that she really got into her fight 
Scapes” and “Oblique Strategies,” scenes. So much so that her 
airs Monday nights from mid- adrenaline overtook her mind and 
night to 3 a.m. Rochon’s co-host she actually clobbered an unsus- 
is playwright and film historian _ pecting actor who was waiting for 
Peter Schmideg, and the topic a stage kick and ended up with a 
of the show is, of course, B mov- heck of a headache. Rochon’s re- 
ies and the world around them. morse was real, as more than a 
Thus far, their guests have in- few tears were shed for the cold- 





I-45 Drive-In Bites the Dust 


Republican Alert! The I-45 Drive-In in Hous- David Whitten of Rosharon, Texas, to remark, “I 


ton, the last drive-in built by “king of the drive-in” 
Gordon McLendon, has been ripped down to 
make way for another shopping center—and this 
time it has both a K-Mart and a Wal-Mart in it. 
Just what Houston needs. The six-screen, forty- 
six-acre theater was the biggest in Texas and one 
of the biggest in America, but it was doomed from 
the day Gordon died about four years ago, and the 
business passed into the hands of his son, Bart 
McLendon, who wasn’t that crazy about drive-ins 
and gradually sold em all off. The I-45’s proudest 
moment came in 1984, when it was the site of the 
world premiere of Yor: Spacehunter From the 
Future. Now it will be the site of the giant dis- 
count stores, plus a Builders Square and a Pace 
Membership Warehouse, leading drive-in lover 


believe that all is lost to the beef critters. They will 
inhabit these stores with mindless enthusiasm. 
In addition to these obese wonders, you will likely 
have a number of dissatisfied souls who will 
utilize this space to fulfill their insatiable hunger 
for better cellular phones, disposable diapers, 
fishing equipment, lawn furniture, and bowling 
balls.” Allan Pasternak of Houston, George H. 
Gould, Jr., of La Marque, T. Watson of Houston, 
David Whitten of Rosharon, J. Kraase of Hous- 
ton, Sissy Miller of Houston, Joy Mullett of Hous- 
ton, Terry Watson of Houston, Trey De Nina of 
Houston, Mark Brusniak of San Antonio, Ron 
Rejmaniak of Houston and Kathy Klimpel of 
Houston all remind us that, without eternal vigi- 
lance, it could happen here. 





Religious crazies running rampant in... Switzerland? 


The Yodelers and the Restless 


’m havin a hard time 

with this idea of 
weird murderin religious 
cults in Switzerland. 

I mean, Swiss reli- 
gious nuts—what do they 
do, spike the strudel? 
Force all the members to 
strap on their lederhosen 
too tight? Celebrate the 
birthday of William Tell 
with real arrows? 

Waco I understand. I 
understand why the 
Branch Davidians would 
pick Waco. 

Guyana I under- 
stand. I understand why 
the Kool Aid Brigade 
would go down there and 
play Apocalypse Now. 

But Switzerland. 
There’s too dang much 
accordion music in Swit- 
zerland, you know what 
I mean? Normally the 
only thing you ever think of as being strange in 
Switzerland is that all the cows are twice the size of 
ours. 

What do they do in Switzerland? Run secret 
bank accounts, right? Climb mountains while wear- 
ing stupid hats. Educate rich virgins from Connecti- 
cut. Rip off diplomats for thousand-buck-a-day hotel 
rooms in Geneva. Drink too much white wine. And 
bobsled. Isn’t that just about it? 

I mean, these are the politest, quietest, most 
reserved people outside of the Amish strawberry- 
preserve store in Pennsylvania. The Swiss are the 
kind of people that brush their teeth three times a 
day and signal when they change lanes. 

So when you read about a mass suicide and/or 
murder of forty-eight Swiss religious nuts, you've 
gotta be thinkin “What the heck kinda religion was 
this?” And from what I can tell, it was all these guys 
with names like Luc and Pierre and Armand spout- 
ing off about the environment and how it’s our job to 
cleanse it (or maybe it was God’s job to cleanse it, I 
kinda missed that part), and so they had to all band 
together and buy a bunch of guns to protect it. 

If ’'m not mistaken here, we had the first group 
of mentally diseased eco-terrorists in world history, 
operating right there in the neighborhood of Biarritz. 
Thank God they did it in the off-season, because 
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Frisky Michael York finds himself in a love parallelogram with his wife, 
his mistress and a hot little hooker, Elizabeth Gracen (left), in the talky 
erotic thriller, Discretion Assured. 


otherwise what would Chuck Heston think when he 
checked into his room this winter? 

Of course, I guess you could say it makes sense, 
Switzerland being the home of John Calvin and 
Martin Luther and all those other guys who got 
chained in dungeons for trying to protest the Catho- 
lic church. Maybe there’s always been a dark Swiss 
brain lobe, way back there in the part that does long 
division, and at any moment we could have a whole 
Swiss uprising of crazed tongue-talkin French- 
speakin Robert Tiltons. 

After all, they did invent the Army knife, one of 
the most wicked weapons ever possessed by Boy 
Scouts. 

Of course, they also put a beer-can opener on it. 

Nope. I can’t make sense of it. I’m not gonna even 
try. 

Help me out on this one. Write to me. Tell me I 
can sleep at night. Tell me the Swiss aren't going 
nutzoid on us, planning a concerted attack, bringing 
flower-selling street-corner Moonie types over here 
in ankle socks and felt hats with feathers in the back. 
Tell me this won’t happen. Tell me I can sleep at 
night, knowing that the only true religious nuts in 
the world have names like Merle and Cletis. 

And speaking of stuffthat don’t make sense, this 
week’s flick is Discretion Assured, an erotic who- 


dunit that has way too much plot gettin in the way 
of the story. Michael York stars as a businessman in 
Brazil who’s bored with his wife (Dee Wallace Stone) 
and bored with his mistress (Jennifer O’Neill), and 
so he’s making the sign of the triple-finned hammer- 
head with Elizabeth Gracen, the former Miss America 
who posed for Playboy in order to say that she won’t 
say whether she ever slept with Billy Clinton or not. 
I thought that was big of her. 

But it turns out that Elizabeth is actually a high- 
priced call girl paid for by Michael’s sleazy business 
partner, who’s also the husband of Jennifer O’Neill, 
and not only that but the sleazy business partner is 
the one who put his wife up to seducing Michael in 
the first place, only he didn’t count on her actually 
falling in lust with the guy and so he’s not too pleased 
about the way it turned out. 

Everbody’s trying to get everbody else’s money, 
and the reason they’re all havin sex together is... uh 
...lemme see here... I had it a minute ago. 

Dang. 

Anyhow, it’s a little different erotic thriller that 
bogs down about the fifty-minute mark because all 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears 
on The Movie Channel Saturdays at 9 
p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 
Pacific. Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s 
triple feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


“Girls With Big Guns Month” 


Enemy Gold (world cable premiere): Legendary exploi- 
tation director Andy Sidaris is Joe Bob’s guest all month 
long during this tribute to the complete Sidaris canon of 
bazookas-and-bazoomas spy flicks, the “Malibu Express” 
series. Ironically, the first movie of the month symbolizes 
Andy’s passing of the baton to a new era. It was directed by 
his son, Drew Sidaris, who learned his craft on Daddy’s films 
and finally formed his own production company in Shreve- 
port. Andy and Drew will both be on hand for this epic about 
enormous-breasted undercover federal agents firing off auto- 
matic weapons and riding dirtbikes through the East Texas 
piney woods in search of buried Confederate gold while being 
hunted down by a Bolivian topless-bar-owning cocaine dealer 
with terrible diction. Starring Suzi Simpson as a crossbow- 
wielding blonde with a Corvette, Julie Strain as a brunette 
hired assassin from Houston who likes to dress up in black- 
leather topless outfits, and Tai Collins as the big CIA boss 
who lies on her bed in Washington and uses a cellular in the 
sauna a lot. Two and a half stars. 

Second feature: Savage Instinct: Released in 1990 as 
They Call Me Macho Woman (a much better title), starring 
Debra Sweaney as a woman who accidentally witnesses a 
gang of ruthless punk drug dealers loading cocaine into a 
Mercedes, and ends up being chased through the woods by an 
army of perverts led by Brian Oldfield, who wears a steel band 
on his head with a unicorn spike coming out of the front so he can 
ram it through people’s foreheads. Pretty soon Debra files down 
a couple of axes, grabs a few steel spikes, and turns into Rambo 
With P.M.S. As the ad says, “Born to shop—I learned to kill.” Two 
stars. 

Third feature: The Krays: Brutal British crime drama star- 
ring Gary Kemp and Martin Kemp as twin-brother Mama’s 
boys who became the bloodiest gangsters in London during the 
fifties and sixties. They’re both still in prison today. With Billie 
Whitelaw as the mother who smothers them with affection and 
teaches them to fight against “Them.” Four stars. 


Drive-In Theater 


Julie K. Smith demonstrates why 
she will be joining Joe Bob for 
“Girls With Big Guns Month.” 


the action has already happened, and the rest of the 
movie is just talkin about what happened. I hate it 
when they do that. 

One dead body. Six breasts. Multiple aard- 
varking. One fistfight. One motor vehicle chase. 
Gratuitous disco montage. Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Michael York, doing his thirty- 
seventh B movie of the year, for saying “I don’t like 
the way you're starting to behave” and “For God’s 
sake, can’t you see I’m in love with you?” and “Get 
out, you stupid sniveling little bitch!”; Elizabeth 
Gracen, as the hot little call girl with a heart of gold, 
for saying “I prefer primitive art, with snakes and 
scorpions’; Jennifer O’Neill, as the fatally attracted 
other woman, for screaming “Don’t treat me like 
your wife!” and “It’s you! The queen of the sluts)”; 
Will Kepper, as Jennifer’s conniving weasel of a 
husband, for saying “I own you, sweetheart” and “So 
I’m not grieved—what of it?”; Dee Wallace Stone, as 
the suffering wife, for saying “I’m glad she’s dead— 
she was a horrible woman and I hated her.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


January 14: Girls With Big Guns 

Hard Ticket to Hawaii: Director 
Andy Sidaris rejoins Joe Bob for the 
continuation of “Girls With Big Guns Month,” this time accompa- 
nied by his wife and producer, the formidable Arlene Sidaris. 


Hard Ticket to Hawaii, Andy’s 1987 sequel to Malibu Express, 


stars about 194 Playboy Play- 
mates who go over to Molokai 
and fire off a bunch of bazoo- 
kas and try to escape getting 
bitten by a giantrubber snake 
that makes a noise like a 
groundhog with asthma. Star- 
ring Dona Speir, who won 
the “Breast Actress” Drive- 
In Academy Award four years 
in a row, and utters Andy’s 
most immortal line: “Let’s hit 
the Jacuzzi!” 

Second feature: Domin- 
ion: Tank Police, Part One 
(world cable premiere): By 
popular demand, Joe Bob ac- 
quired a couple of sexy Japa- 
nese anime films and will be 
testing their popularity in’95. 
Thisis oneis about violent cat 
sisters in bikinis who escape 
from the cops by doing a strip- 
tease and attempting to in- 
fect the whole world with AIDS. Three stars. 

Third feature: Night of the Living Dead (1990): Special 
effects artist Tom Savini directs this excellent remake of George 
Romero’s 1967 classic, the most famous horror film of modern 
times. With professional actors, color, and great zombies, it’s the 
exact same story, with about five minutes of changes in the plot, 
just enough to give it a great surprise ending. Starring Patricia 
Tallman (a great screamer) as Barbara, Tony Todd as Ben (the 
Duane Jones role), and Tom Towles as evil fat-guy Cooper. Four 
stars. 

January 21: More Girls With Big Guns 

Hard Hunted, Dominion: Tank Police, Part Two, Tombstone. 

Special guests: Andy Sidaris, Penthouse Pet Julie K. Smith. 





he best guide 

to cult movies, 
B movies, weird 
movies, camp mov- 
ies—well, drive-in 
movies in general— 
is not what you 
think, because the 
best guide is alsothe 
least well-known. 
It's John Stanley’s 
Creature Features 
Movie Guide 
Strikes Again. The 
title is a little much, 
but we'll try to ex- 
plain. John was for 
many years a late-night horror host in San Fran- 
cisco, doing a show called Creature Features, as well 
as the resident expert on B movies at the San 





also known as Cult of the Cheesy Leotard. 


Francisco Chronicle—until he was ousted in a politi- 
cally-correct purge about a year ago. His first movie 
guide came out in 1981, when he was still on TV, and 
he’s continually revised and updated it, doing every- 
thing himself (unlike Leonard Maltin, for example, 
who uses an army of reviewers). He even publishes 
the book himself, and sells it directly out of his own 
company. The fourth edition is now out, and it’s 
amazing—6,000 titles from the worlds of sci-fi, fan- 
tasy, horror, “novelties” and animation, all suc- 
cinctly reviewed in John’s simple right-to-the-point 
style. (Reviewing 1955’s Cult of the Cobra, for ex- 
ample, he writes: “Faith Domergue metamorphizes 
into a cobra and attacks GIs who infiltrate a snake 





... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-cul€ture, 
€he out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits Owell. 





6 


cult in the Far East 
in 1945. No attempt 
is made by director 
Francis D. Lyons to 
capture a ’40s am- 
bience and 
Domergue lends 
nothing to her role 
[she might have 
tried to look sinu- 
ous instead of sen- 
suous| as Marshall 
Thompson, Richard 
Long and David 
Janssen fall under 
her spell. No cult 
movie, this.”) John 
has a trade paperback, which is perfectly fine, but we 
would actually recommend the “deluxe hardcover,” 
slipcased, numbered and signed by the author. Not 
only is it a beautiful book, but 
its the kind you'll refer to 
thousands of times (assum- 
ing youre a buff for these 
kinds of flicks). To give you 
some idea, John has reviews 
of hundreds of movies that 
even Joe Bob has never heard 
of—and Joe Bob makes it his 
business to know. (John, by 
the way, was one of four late- 
night horror hosts honored 
as the greatest legends in TV 
history on Joe Bob’s Drive-In 
Theater a few years back. The 
other guests honored that 
month were Elvira, she of 
the enormous talents; John 
Zacherle, the man who 
started it all in the fifties ata 
New Jersey station; and 
Ghoulardi, the sixties ce- 
lebrity who was finally kicked 
out of Cleveland for his an- 
tics. John is the only one of 
the four who really watches the movies!) To order 
this 454-page tome, the Encyclopedia Britannica of 
sleaze, send $22.50 for the paperback, $52.50 for the 
hardcover, payable to: Creatures at Large Press, 
1082 Grand Teton Dr., Pacifica, CA 94044. You can 
Fax orders to 415-355-4863. 
€ 

Budding special effects make-up and animatronic 
artists may want to take note: Jim Edson of Pro- 
duce Row Productions is currently combing the 
nation, gathering footage of ultra-disgusting ama- 
teur special effects for a compilation video tape, 
Homemade Gore, Volume 1. The inspiration came 
when Edson, who works for a large special effects 


shop, spotted a growing trend 
in the production of homemade 
movies, many of which con- 
tained some pretty innovative 
low-budget special effects. The 
video will highlight funny, 
clever gore scenes and inven- 
tive original creatures that 
might otherwise never be seen 
by the public. To qualify, sub- 
mit your most grisly on-screen 
homemade gross-out splatter 
scenes, in clips no longer than 
two minutes each, on Beta, 
Hi-8, 8mm, S-VHS or VHS. 
Selected entrants receive 
screen credit and a compli- 
mentary copy of the completed 
project. Keep in mind that the 
effects must have been pro- 
duced at an in-home studio or 
school, and cannot have been 
part of any previous video or 
film release. Include your 
name and address when send- 
ing submissions to: Produce 
Row Productions, 25852 
McBean Parkway #202, 
Valencia, CA 91355. 
€ 

Always on the alert for 
fellow Freethinkers, the Free- 
thought Society of Greater 
Philadelphia recently claimed 
as one of their own comedienne Brett Butler of Grace 
Under Fire fame, whose character announced in a 
November episode that her father “raised her to be a 
Freethinker.” This publicity was touted as a victory 
for Freethinkers, since the show usually ranks in the 
top ten each week. The Freethought Society of 
Greater Philadelphia, which is affiliated with the 
Freedom From Religion Foundation and the Atheist 
Alliance, Inc., puts out a 12-page newsletter called 
The Greater Philadelphia Story which is committed 
to the advancement of freethought issues and state/ 
church separation. Margaret Downey and Tom 
Melchiorre edit the monthly newsletter, giving the 
freethought slant on controversies such as the inclu- 
sion of “God” references in the Scouting oaths, the 
constitutionality of the Madonna-and-child postage 
stamp, and the annual White House Christmas tree. 
Sample copies are free: Freethought Society of Greater 
Philadelphia, P.O. Box 242, Pocopson, PA 19366- 
0242. 

€ 

Monster enthusiasts will be glad to know that 
Godzilla will be doing the Tokyo stomp in grander 
style than ever before, thanks to Joe Bob’s manager, 
Cary Woods, who is producing a big-budget Holly- 





wood version of the original Japanese classic for 
TriStar Pictures. (Woods’ other recent projects in- 
clude Rudy, Threesome and Only You.) Before you 
start nay-saying the ability of an American studio to 
produce a faithful adaptation of Godzilla, remember 
that TriStar is now owned by Jap-based Sony. Mon- 
ster purists may remain skeptical, but can keep a 
watchful eye on the production’s development with 
Dan Reed’s newsy journal of Japanese monster 
culture, Kaiju Review, which provides, among other 
things, substantial inside skinny on the movie’s 
special effects budget and crew. In fact, Digital 
Domain, an up-and-coming special effects house 
started by James Cameron in 1993, beat out effects 
giant Industrial Light & Magic for the Godzilla job— 
quite a coup, considering the effects budget alone is 
estimated to go as high as $50 million. Kaiju Review 
also includes in-depth analysis of Go-Go dancing in 
kaiju eiga films, Toei’s vintage superhero Kikaida 
television series, and the oft-hilarious, albeit disre- 
spectful, treatment of Japanese monster films by 
Comedy Central’s cult hit Mystery Science Theatre 
3000. This fact-packed 68-page quarterly goes for 
$14 a year, payable to: Kaiju Review, 301 East 64th 
Street #5F, New York, NY 10021. 


Reviews by the Underground Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[Ris Ir 


Narrator Jim Van Bebber calls this thirty-minute British 
work-in-progress “an orgy of blood-letting which is incomprehen- 
sible to those with weak minds.” This “unpleasant” “messy” 
“poorly edited” “bleak, violent vision of the future” is about a 


Neil Keenan is one of the more attractive AIDS mutants in 
the ultra-violent work-in-progress Drillbit. 

scientist who discovers a “fatal flaw” in an AIDS drug, so an evil 
industrialist has him killed and his son drilled through the eye. 
But the son, the “inspired” “scrawny” Ben Befell, turns into the 
“blood-thirsty, vengeful, brain-damaged” savior of the world as 
the AIDS drug causes worldwide mutations and necrophiliac 
biker gangs run wild. “For a low-budget gross-out exploitation 
film, Drillbit’s sheer bravado and maniac energy takes it over the 
top. A poisonously lingering experience.” “Hyper-violence in the 
Peter Jackson tradition. Even for a show reel, it has punch.” 
“Genuinely funny. I know of no other humorous AIDS 
movies.” “Very derivative of Night of the Living Dead.” 
“Non-stop gratuitous mayhem.” “Mad Max meets 
Night of the Living Dead in Escape from New York.” 
“Looks homemade. Keep practicing.” [Note from Joe 
Bob: Drillbit was made on Hi-8mm video in order to 
raise money for a feature that would presumably be 
shot on 35mm film.] “The gory killing of a little girl is 
more than a bit much. She looks too young to really 
understand that this is only a movie.” “The special 
effects work by Duncan Jarman and Dominic 
Hailstone is fine, especially the drillbit-through- 
the-face and the gross-out mutant masturbation 
scene.” “The exploding heads and rivers of blood are 
so outrageously violent they transcend cheesy.” Van 
Bebber has the best line: “Drillbit—he knows how to 
party.” Thirty-one dead bodies. Two breasts. Twelve 
explosions. Machete in the butt. Leg-snapping. Arm- 
eating. Throat-squishing. Disemboweled pregnant 
woman. Cast: Saul Brignall, Miranda Morten, 
Julian Portinari, Roger Robinson, Tom Cox, 
Mick Leno, Maria Karapateas, Theo Chandon, 





Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 

83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Underground Records 


(My Sweet Satan, 1993). 


Lowest rating: 63 (White Noise, 1991; 
Out of Band Experience, 1992). 


Carla Linley. Director: Alex Chandon. [Available from Alex 
Chandon, 29 Brookfield Mansions, 5 Highgate West Hill, London 
N6 6AT, England. 1992.] Overall rating: 86. 


Axe UISITE CORPSES 


“Midnight Cowboy goes to the cabaret” in this “improbable” 
but “watchable” “well-written” and “ambitious” comedy, full of 
“preposterous, irritating musical numbers,” starring the “sur- 
prisingly good” Gary Knox, “a leaner, hungrier Jon Voight,” who 
“carries the film” as a cowboy trombone player who finds himself 
lost in a “rancid” New York, until a gay talent agent takes him in 
and grooms him into a “vaudeville stud” in the “decadent world 
of transvestite night clubs and greased-back bisexuality.” Unfor- 
tunately, the plot degenerates into “nonsense” about “homicidal 
setups, Russian double agents and the CIA.” “This is one of the 
best movies I’ve seen in ages, and it had to have been made for 
pennies. A triumph of imagination and filmmaking talent.” “An 
unusual twist on the country-boy-in-the-big-city theme.” “It’s 
reminiscent of My Fair Lady, with the unsophisticated country 
guy being taught to speak and act like a cool New York City dude 
by a homosexual casting director.” “It veers wildly in style and 
subject matter and seems like four or five movies stitched 
together. I admire it more than I can say I passionately like it. 
With its exquisite production values, it’s like chi-chi under- 
ground. Some of the shots remind me of Fellini—very strange, 
very staged and beautifully executed—but it suffers from a slow 
pace.” “Knox’s music is strangely appropriate.” Two dead bodies. 
Two breasts. Cast: Zoe Tamerlaine Lund (Belinda), Daniel 
Chapman (Joe), Ruth Collins (Sue), Frank Roccio (“great,” 
“winning” as Lou), Chuck Perley, Lucy Ree, David Ilku (Jim). 
Writer/Director/Producer: Temistocles Lopez (“superb”). [ASA 
Communications/Monarch. 1988.] Overall rating: 86. 


(['HE STORY OF MOMMY & DADDY 


99 6 39 <6 


“Original and funny” “silly” “campy soap opera about an all- 
American dysfunctional family” full of “goofy innocence.” The 
“pretty good” Jennifer J. Gehr is an “angst-filled strung-out 
bulimic adolescent” who goes into psychotherapy, “crying and 
blubbering” as she talks about her “chain-vomiting” involvement 
in a street gang of Karen Carpenter-worshipping bulimics, her 
father Paul Damski’s extramarital affair with Zipper the clown 
(played by the “great” Gary Ambler), her mother’s conversion to 
husband-beating, her encounters with a rival gang called The 
Tap-Dancing Mothers, her love 
for her obese boyfriend (Steve 
Davis), a Nursing Home Alone 
gag, and people drinking some- 
thingin a milk jug called “I Hate 
Myself” that makes them try to 
kill themselves. “Wonderful sat- 
ire on the nineties American 
family.” “Life Goes On meets 
Married With Children meets 
Traci Gold.” “Non-stop laughs. 
Kind of like a Ramones song 
come to life. The story moves 
along like a freight train.” “Sort 
of a third-rate Polyester story 
line. This is watered-down John 
Waters.” “The running-gag 
bulimic puke scenes are easily 
the film’s best moments.” “Some 
funny lines, but a lot that falls 
flat. This film is unusual be- 
cause it’s done as a straight 


System 


Highest rating: 94 


comedy. The violence is of the Three Stooges type. A lot like Mel 
Brooks’ last few films—funny ideas that don’t come off that well 
on film, and jokes that miss as often as they hit.” “Pretty tame.” 
“The actors are all obviously amateurs, but theyre not shy or 
stilted.” “This is a bizarrely tight, off-the-wall ensemble cast.” 
Davis has the best line: “Life is like head cheese—it stinks.” Two 
dead bodies. Cast: Anne Shapland Kearns (“especially good,” 
“sreat slapstick performance” as the mom, Cleta), Will Ridenour 
(Dr. Graham), Sue Trippiedi. Writer/Director/Editor/Pro- 
ducer: Mike Trippiedi (“crisp, clever dialogue,” “great 
concept,” “carried out well”). [To order, send $20 to Mike 
Trippiedi, 605 Compton Ave., Champaign, IL 61821. 1993. ] 
Overall rating: 85. 


[RIB ULATION 99: ALIEN 
ANOMALIES UNDER AMERICA 


“The ultimate conspiracy theory movie,” an “impres- 
sive, fast-paced” and “funny” collage of stock footage telling 
the story of a refugee spaceship from the planet Quetzalcoatl 
that lands on earth and disgorges aliens that go under- 
ground in Central and South America, influencing key 
historical events in a “convoluted” worldwide conspiracy 
involving American presidents, the JFK assassination, and 
cattle mutilations. The “amazing” “stirring” “breathy-voiced” 
narration is by “demented” “genius” director Craig 
Baldwin. “Baldwin is a psychotic Oliver Stone, blending 
fact and fiction for a 48-minute brain drain.” “A poor man’s 
Koyaanisqatsi.” “The most beautifully edited stock footage 
and movie snippets I’ve ever seen. Great use of music. I 
especially enjoy the stills of Mexican masked wrestlers used 
to illustrate mentions of the aliens’ penetration into west- 
ern civilization.” “Baldwin sounds like Robert Vaughn during 
happy hour and makes this thing nearly believable.” “This is a 
masterpiece of editing. The writing is damn good, too. It’s hilari- 
ous, but still reminds us of the evil that the U.S. has done in this 
hemisphere.” “I’m rather baffled by this tape. It reminds me a 
little of watching Gene Scott.” “It’s amusing, but it becomes 
tiresome after a while.” Sixteen dead bodies. Seventy explosions. 
(To order, send $21.95 to Film Threat Video, P.O. Box 3170, Los 
Angeles, CA 90078-3170. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 84. 


(THEY EAT SCUM 


9 6. 


This “stylistically raw” “very sick” “free-for-all subculture 
grossout” by writer/director Nick Zedd begins with “a wheel- 
chair-bound spastic being messily spoon-fed to the sounds of Mr. 
Rogers crooning ‘You're Special,” then “degenerates” into a 
“nasty punk manifesto” starring the “appropriately obnoxious” 
Donna Death as heroin-addict Susie Putrid, a preaching canni- 
bal who orchestrates the sabotage ofa nuke plant which turns the 
residents of Brooklyn into mutants, then kills her entire family 
using her transvestite brother’s “rabid attack poodle” as a weapon. 
Unfortunately, “rampaging mutants” led by a giant cockroach 
ensure that “disco prevails.” “Hilariously offensive and disgust- 
ing John Waters-like bad-taste comedy with a nihilistic punk 
attitude. Totally enjoyable.” “This one’s got it all, from grainy 
punk rock bands to cannibalism. This must be an archetypal 
modern underground movie, with all that is good and bad.” 
“Thoroughly disgusting flick that seems unbearable at first, but 
grows on you. Sort of a Texas Chainsaw Massacre gone punk.” 
“The whole cast looks like they were thrown out of The Rocky 
Horror Picture Show.” “Zedd’s most entertaining full-length 
movie.” “Zedd definitely has gonads.” “Nick obviously has a thing 
about guys in dresses and sex with dogs.” “The alluring Donna 
Death exudes a truly dynamic presence and looks just beautiful 
when she has a large swastika painted on her face.” “Good ‘period’ 
music by punk bands at CBGB’s.” Minority opinions: “Amateur 
garbage. Zedd should really film his own suicide. It would prob- 
ably be his best film.” “The whole effort’s pretty much an 
undisciplined mess. Essentials like focus and exposure are appar- 
ently a real challenge. But it shows nascent signs of potential to 






Writer/director Mike Trippiedi owes a big debt to the Three 
Stooges in his very funny look at the ultimate dysfunctional 
family, The Story of Mommy and Daddy. 


move away from annoying self-consciousness.” John Wesley 
Stank, as the father, has the best line, as he locks his transvestite 
son in the bathroom and repeats: “You’re an underachiever, 
Jimmy.” Nineteen dead bodies. Three breasts. Forced rat-eating. 
Death by turntable. Poodle fellatio. Gut-spilling. Head rolls. 
Gratuitous Beach Boys. [To order, send $32.40 and an age 
statement, payable to James Harding, Penetration Films, P.O. 
Box 1589, New York, NY 10009. 1979.] Overall rating: 83. 


G LEK MAGGOT BINGO 


99 6¢ 


“Confusing” “amusing” “twisted” “mess” of a“monster movie 
parody,” starring Robert Andrews as a scientist trying to create 
Utopia by making new people out of spare parts. (“Andrews gives 
a spectacular sendup of John Carradine at his worst.”) But his 
plans are complicated when his daughter is kidnapped by vam- 
pires, led by the “okay” “Vampira-like” Donna Death, as 
Scumbalina, Queen of the Vampires. His answer is to kidnap a 
“booze-guzzlin’ cowpoke,” Richard Hell (“no charisma”), and 
use his lifeforce to animate a two-headed, three-armed, three- 
legged “terminally clumsy” monster called the Formaldehyde 
Man to kill the vampires. “Creative and funny, despite limited 
funds for production.” “I consider this a classic. Dated, cheap- 
looking and lovable. The over-obvious props are hilarious. The 
entire set must be cardboard.” “It tries way too hard to be clever, 
funny and outrageous—and just ends up being cheesy and 
annoying.” “Not as interesting or outrageous as other films by 
producer/writer/director/editor Nick Zedd. It doesn’t have the 
usual seething, mean-spirited intensity.” “Andrews gets my 
nomination for the Richard Harris Award, for yelling through the 
whole movie and munching on any piece of scenery within reach.” 
“The use of flat, painted sets gives it a flavor that reminds me of 
The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari.” “Excellent monster costume by 
Tyler Smith, who also plays Formaldehyde Man.” Nineteen 
dead bodies. Ten breasts. Dead two-headed babies. Heads roll. 
Hands roll. Legs roll. Cast: Brenda Bergman (“rather annoy- 
ing,” “what a rank set of teeth and lips” as Buffy), Zacherle 
(“entertaining as usual in a twisted way,” “best thing in the 
picture” as himself, doing a “fine” intro), Bruno Zeus (“solid 
campy performance” as Gecko), Gumby Spangler (Flavian). [To 
order, send an age statement and $32.40, payable to James 
Harding, Penetration Films, P.O. Box 1589, New York, NY 10009. 
1983.] Overall rating: 79. 


(CRIPPLED 


“A real sickie,” “total exploitation of the physically handi- 
capped,” “simplistic garbage” and “the ultimate exploitation 


film,” starring the “particularly pathetic” but “convincing” Nanzi 


X. Regalia as a “hefty bed-ridden quadriplegic” at the mercy of 


a negelectful, resentful nurse who finally abandons her. Regalia 
uses her mouth to place a - 7 

classified for a replacement, 
but the new nurse is the 
“scuzzily believable” “stilted” 
“particularly repulsive” but 
“always entertaining” Joe 
Christ, a long-haired “psy- 
chosexual monster” who has 
his way with her “in a variety 
of disgusting ways.” “A gross, 
cruel little film that is like a 
video version of a Helen 
Keller joke. Sick but funny.” 
“Horribly ugly bovine broads! 
Make them go away!” “I think 
this is pretty much the final 
word on the subject of Abuse 
of Handicapped People as a 
Source of Humor in Films. 
Sick, repulsive stuff. Not bad.” 
“This is atawdry, mean-spir- 
ited piece of trash, completely 
lacking in any socially re- 
deeming values whatsoever. 
Christ and his cohorts should 
be murdered for their efforts.” 
“I assume that producer/di- 
rector/writer Christ decided 
to make this after watching 
Misery, where the same plot 
is handled much more 
adeptly.” “Christ is not bad. To even simulate sex with that fat, 
ugly broad takes acting ability.” “The writing shows sporadic 
panache: ‘He put the ringin the Jello? That’s soromantic!” Christ 
has the best line: “I don’t know much about paralyzed people, but 
I’m working on it.” Cast: Margaret Petrov (“subpar” as Angie). 
One dead body. Twelve breasts. Blood licking. Fist Fu. (“Let’s not 
dwell onit.”) [Reliable Films. Available from Joe Christ, 151 First 
Ave., Box 77, New York, NY 10003. 1992.] Overall rating: 73. 


S TATE OF ECSTASY 


99 6 


“Grainy, fuzzy” “terminally dull” vigilante flick in which 
producer/director/writer Matthew Samuel Smith stars as an 
undercover DEA agent, living with 15-year-old topless-dancer 
“wife” Dee Nice and his sister’s five kids, who goes after a drug- 
dealing child pornographer ring in a small Florida town where 
somehow Iranian terrorists are involved. The bad guy ends up 
being stabbed to death in a deli and turned into bacon. “Poor 
White Trash II through the mind of a potential pedophile.” 
“Maybe Smith is trying intentionally to sound like he’s reading 
his lines off of cue cards without any discernible vocal inflections. 
[hope so.” “Nice’s striptease woke me up.” “Filmed in Super-8 and 
looks like it. Not just Vaseline on the lens, but somebody forgot 
to focus.” “If yow’re going to put this much effort into a movie, at 
least preserve it on something that can be seen by the human 
eye.” “Smith is earnest but inept.” Two dead bodies. Seven 
breasts. Cast: Robert Andrews, Rick Lovell, Mike Chisolm, 
Michelle Edens, Jon K., Mark Miller. [To order, send $29.95 
(the tape also includes the film Sometimes at the Cherokee Sink) 
to Matthew Samuel Smith, 922 N. Sarabay Rd., Osprey, FL 
34229. 1993.] Overall rating: 72. 





Punk heroin-addict cannibal Donna Death turns 
all of Brooklyn into rampaging mutants in the 
early Nick Zedd anti-disco classic, They Eat Scum. 


S OMETIMES AT THE CHEROKEE SINK 


“Silly” “dull” “amateur” Super-8 “mishmash” about a univer- 
sity professor and his students looking 
for fossils in a sinkhole near a Florida 
trailer park, where they find sea mon- 
sters, UFO’s and crazed ax murderers. 
“Then, for some inexplicable reason, you 
get several minutes of pool-party home 
movies.” “High camp atits lowest. It looks 
like film from the security camera at K- 
Mart.” “Creature from the Black Lagoon, 
with worse special effects—and did I men- 
tion the bikini girls by the pool?” “The 
acting is terrible, with the actors either 
improvising the dialogue or having a hard 
time getting out their lines.” “The worst 
quality print I’ve ever tried to watch.” 
“The neo-gothic surf punk musicis pretty 
good.” Anold guy named Hank Goodwin 
has the best line; he dials 911 and says, 
“Hello, is this 911?” Five dead bodies. 
Butt floss. Head rolls. Cast: Johnny 
Harry Smith, Eric Hand, Dick Moore, 
Lorraine Sagnemeni, Renee Waters, 
Harry Baker III, Charles Kitzman, 
Matt Smith. Producer/Writer/Director: 
Matthew Samuel Smith (“more heart 
than talent”). [To order, send $21.95 to M. 
Smith, P.O. Box 17401, Sarasota, FL 
34276-0401. 1992.] Overall rating: 71. 


S ONG OF 
THE LEMMING 


99 66 





“Extremely boring and uninvolving” “claustrophobic” “dull 
and stupid” shot-on-video sci-fi melodrama about an alien from 
the future “who looks like Don Ho,” played by the “very annoying” 
S.P. Somtow. [Note from Joe Bob: Somtow is a horror novelist 
from Thailand, best known for Vampire Junction, and a screen- 
writer for Roger Corman. He alsocomposed the score for this film 
under his real name, Somtow Sucheritkul.] He visits a “classic 
rock” radio station and gives two aging hippies a tape guaranteed 
to make people send in money to save the station. Instead, it 
causes massive stock-footage riots. “Quite possibly the worst 
movie I’ve ever seen. Always beware when the video box tells you 
how funny the movie is.” “I would rather watch reruns of Hee 
Haw.” “Too much plot for not enough payoff.” “A nice premise gets 
bogged down by acheap, unimaginative production.” “Bad actors, 
one and all, made even worse by being hopelessly hammy.” “The 
dialogue is insufferably long-winded, like a bargain-basement 
Paddy Chayevsky script.” Minority opinion: “An intriguing Rod 
Serling style story, with lots ofhumor, irony and enough sci-fi and 
violence to keep it interesting. Very funny movie.” Two dead 
bodies. Cast: Roger B. Greer (“stinks” as Red Simquist, the old 
hippie), Tim Sullivan (“comatose” as Dobbs), Paula Pointer- 
Ford (“yanked directly from the K-Mart checkout line and 
dumped on the set” as Jenny). [Note from Joe Bob: Greer is 
normally employed as a honeywagon driver. Sullivan is a sci-fi 
novelist who has written The Martian Vikings, The Parasite War 
and Lords of Creation. The whole film was shot on a single 
weekend for $400.] Editor/Writer/Director: Ron Ford (‘silly, 
pretentious dialogue,” “stinks”). [To order, send $18 to Ron Ford, 
P.O. Box 923171, Sylmar, CA 91392-3171. 1992.] Overall rating: 
68. 


Members of the Underground Committee are Vicky Bowles, Managing Editor of The National Examiner, Lantana, Fla.; 
Roger Hippert, lawyer, New Ulm, Minn.; Ken Kish, printer, Berea, O.; George Maranville, video producer, Lexington, 
Ky.; Richard Maxwell, security consultant, Milwaukee; Gem McCann, college student, Republic, Mo.; George Mosley, 
computer analyst, Vancouver, B.C.; J. Parker, real estate appraiser, Crestview, Fla.; John Phelan, research assistant/ 
graduate student in cell biology, Irving, Tex.; and Vic Stanley, writer/publisher, Des Plaines, Ill. 
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Call Chucklers Anonymous! Joe Bob is... 


Hooked on Hardy-Har-Har 


he other day I got reprimanded for laugh- 

ing on an airplane. 

I was told to stop it. Stop that laughing. 

Evidently it’s a new rule: no laughing on 
airplanes. I’m not sure if this applies to buses 
and trains, too, but evidently riding on an 
airplane is no laughing matter. 

What happened is that I got to talkin to 
the woman in the next seat, we started tellin 
stories, and pretty soon... yes, Ihave to admit 
it. ’'m not proud of it, but I can’t lie to you. We 
laughed. We laughed quite a bit. We laughed 
and laughed, gosh darnit. 

Unfortunately, after about five minutes of 
laughing, the flight attendant came up to me 
and said, “Would you mind being a little 
quieter? The people behind you are request- 
ing it.” 

I said, “You mean the people right directly 
behind me?” 

She said, “Yes.” 

“You mean the people who are, like,four 
feet away, but they summoned you to ask me? Is this 
a way of bringing the whole corporate influence of 
American Airlines to bear on the situation?” 

“They might want to sleep.” 

It was 7 p.m., and the flight was travelling 
between Las Vegas and New York City. Neither city 
is known for residents who retire at 7 p.m. 

I peered backwards, between the crack in the 
seats. A man and a woman, well-dressed, looked 
away, as though I wasn’t peering backwards be- 
tween the crack in the seats. 

“Okay,” I told the woman. “We won’t laugh.” 

And then, of course, [immediately started laugh- 
ing. 
I couldn’t help it. 

One thing that happens when you start laughing 
is that, no matter what anybody says to you, you 
can’t stop laughing. You can’t get mad. You can’t 
even be unhappy. Somebody could say, “I just shot 
your dog,” and you would still have at least half a 


Victory Over 
Political Correctness! 
The Hi-Way Drive-In Theatre, on Route 9W 


in Coxsackie, New York, is alive and well and 
packing em in all summer long. (Don’t judge by 
the empty marquee once the leaves fall.) Bill 
Munster of Round Top reminds us that, with 
eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 








smile on your face. It takes a while to come down 
from laughter. You have to go to Laughter Detox or 
something. And if someone orders you to stop, you 
must laugh. 

So in this case it was, of course, impossible. I 
looked at my partner-in-laughing-crime, and as soon 
as our eyes met, we started laughing even louder 
than before. 

She put her hand over my mouth. Of course, this 
made me laugh. 

Then we started to sputter. Sputtering is what 
happens when you want to laugh but you’re trying 
not to. You can only sputter for about ten seconds at 
a time, and then you have to make some loud 
obnoxious sound, like a snort. And once you hear a 
snort, that’s funny, and so it creates more laughter. 

I wonder if the airlines have considered the 
implications of the no-laughing policy. 

It’s a vicious cycle. By its nature, the policy 
creates laughter. 

After a while, my new friend and I—who had 
now bonded for life—managed to stop laughing. The 
sudden silence, of course, brought on a new round of 
laughs. 

Maybe twenty minutes later, we really stopped. 

“But, after all,” I said to her, “what are they 
gonna do? Land the plane in Des Moines and turn us 
over to the Laughter Police?” 

Of course, this led to fresh violations of the 
policy. 

Who makes up these laws anyhow? 
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We like to play even when we’re not keeping score. . . 


The Lying Game 


s it just me, or has the art of Lying Through Your 

Teeth become increasingly popular in the past 
few years? 

I know this sounds impossible. I know that Lying 
should be like all the other great sins—Adultery, 
Murder, Gluttony, Watching Too Much TV. And if it 
is, then it’s universal. And if it’s universal, then 
everybody does it, all the time, in all ages, under all 
circumstances, 
even when 
they're not in 
divorce court. 

In other 
words, we al- 
ways have li- 
ars, right? So 
how could we 
have more li- 
ars? 

But I have 
evidence. 

My late dad 
was an IRS 
agent. He could 
always tell who 
was lying. He 
could tell just 
by talkin to em. 
He could tell 
more by talkin se 
to em, in fact, ; se 
than he could tell by spending thirty hours with their 
CPA. 

Today my friends at the IRS tell me: Impossible. 
They can’t pick out the liars at all. There’s way too 
many of em. And they talk just like us. 3 

Example Number Two: For about forty years 
there was a sheriff in East Texas who arrested 
people by phone. He would call up a guy and say, 
“Willie, I know you took them hubcaps. Come on 
down to the jail.” And they would all come down to 
the jail. Every time he did this. And he thought it was 
a great law-enforcement technique, because if you 
said to a guy, “We know you did it,” and then he came 
down to the jail by himself, then by-God he did it. The 
trial is just gonna take about ten minutes. 

But then the DEA came to work on a case in this 
particular county, and they were about to make a 
drug arrest, and the sheriff said, “Lemme just call 
that ole boy up and have him come in and bring the 
drugs with him.” And the DEA freaked out. They 
insisted that they stake out the house, make the 
arrest, and try to seize the drugs. And then they 





stirred up a lot of trouble for the sheriff, calling him 
a loonie, because they were sure that criminals 
would lie to him. 

And, of course, they would lie to him. In 1994, 
even in the deepest Piney Woods of East Texas, there 
are a lot more liars than there used to be. 

People lie about being unemployed. People lie 
about being married or unmarried. People lie about 
their college degree. People lie about 
their income, their family, their age, 
their dog’s pedigree, and the novel 
they’re writing. And that’s not so 
strange,,I guess. It’s the same ole 
stuff people have always lied about. 

I guess the difference is that, 
later on, they just come right out 
and say, “Well, I had to lie about 
that. For business reasons.” Or, 
“Well, I had to lie about that. To 
protect her feelings.” Or, “Well, I 
had to lie about that. Because I was 
going through a lot of personal prob- 
lems at the time.” 

And nobody ever says, “You dirty 
scumdog, you told a giant whopper, 
didn’t you?” 

Everbody just goes, “Yeah, uh- 
huh, of course you did. Well, it don’t 
mean nothin.” 

It means somethin. 

It really does. 

Even in the nineties. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Posters 

Sorority House Massacre 2: Nighty Nightmare with Robyn 
Harris and Melissa Moore; Fried Green Tomatoes (2), with 
Jessica Tandy, Kathy Bates, Mary Stuart Masterson and Mary- 
Louise Parker; Martial Law 2: Undercover with Jeff Wincott and 
Cynthia Rothrock; Terminator starring Arnold Schwarzenegger. 

Videos 

Reel Independent Women; The Refrigerator; Remote; Res- 
cue Me; Resort to Kill; Return Fire: Jungle Wolf II; Ride Em 
Cowboy; Ricochet with Denzel Washington and John Lithgow; 
Rings of Fire; Road Kill USA; Rock ‘N’ Roll Mobster Girls; Rock 
‘v’ Roll High School Forever with Corey Feldman; Rocktober 
Blood with Tray Loren; Round Numbers with Samantha Eggar. 





Dear Joe Bob, 

That’s it—that’s it! 
Every once in a while 
one of life’s mysteries is 
explained purely by 
chance—I mean some 
days you get lucky. 
Yesterday’s article in 
the San Francisco pa- 
per about Jean-Claude 
Van Damme and how 
he can’t talk in English 
because he doesn’t know what he’s saying really got 
to me. You are absotively, posilutely 100 per cent 
correct, and I am so happy to have had this pointed 
out to me. I thought it was my fault that I couldn’t 
understand all these yoyos—I’m a “senior citizen” 
and could be going deaf or senile or both, but no, it’s 
the speaker who is to blame. Goody! Bless your little 
heart, Joe Bob! 


{~ 
Pa 
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Sincerely, 
Jerrie Rankins 
San Francisco 
Dear Jerrie: 
You would think Jean-Claude has saved enough 
quarters by now to invest in a few diction lessons, 
wouldnt you? I mean, he can’t be that unteachable. 


Joe Bob, 

The life pattern of a house fly has always been to 
sneak into the house unnoticed, rummage around in 
the garbage for a while, touch my food, buzz around 
my ear, bounce off the window until I crush him with 
a rolled-up newspaper. But lately I’ve noticed a 
group of flies stuck in a holding pattern. Are they 
waiting for clearance from the tower, or are they in 
some zombie-like state caused by malathion-spray- 
ing that has mutated their central nervous system 
over the years? 

Sincerely hoping it’s just a satanic message... 

Jeffrey A. Rayner 
San Leandro, Calif. 
Dear Jeffrey: 

The flies, like everybody else, are assessing their 
options and deciding whether to go back to commu- 
nity college or not. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I think there should be no such thing as an 
insanity defense in a murder trial. Being a lunatic 
should not give you immunity from criminal punish- 
ment. If you kill somebody you kill him. He’s dead. 
Gone. Of course, if you kill him in self-defense, then 
you're the good guy. Maybe if you kill him and your 
wife while they’re doing it doggie-style, you’re the 
good guy. (I think not, but it’s a pretty good argu- 
ment.) But if you kill somebody who’s not even 
threatening you, your marital bliss, your property— 
somebody who is doing you no harm—you are the 


— ADVIC 


to the Hopeless 


when he’s 


bad guy. Even if you’re 
a blathering loony, 
youre still the bad guy. 
You are responsible for 
your own actions and 
you killed somebody 
with no more justifica- 
tion than “Oh, sorry, but 
I couldn’t help myself 
because I’m crazy.” 
That’s no better justifi- 
cation than “Oh, sorry, 





but I needed the money.” 

Give him twenty years to life. If he’s crazy, let 
him serve his time in a loony bin instead of the big 
house, but make him serve his time. Don’t let him out 
’s “cured.” 

Walter Rand 
San Antonio, Tex. 
Dear Walter: 

Nobody ever said “Let the man go free.” What I 
was talking about is when you have a guy who’s 
obviously certifiable—like Ed Gein, who liked to slice 
the skin off dead bodies and wear it over his face and 
dance around in the moonlight. We’ve got juries 
these days who will decide the guy is sane. This 
means we can’t send him to the loony bin the rest of 
his life. We have to send him to prison the rest of his 
life. This is what I don’t understand. 


Dear Mr. Briggs: 
In re: your article “More Teens-on-a-Stick,” I just 
loved it! 
As the mother of sons who work their “conumes” 
off, bring home their money, set fine examples in 
their community, haven’t committed any ax mur- 
ders yet, are not buffoons . . . well, you get the point. 
I am tired of seeing men become the butt of 
endless, tiresome TV and comic jokes about their 
roles in the home. Yes, adolescent males do crazy 
things, but so do adolescent girls. 
Yours appreciatively, 
Renee O’Brien Real 
San Francisco 

Dear Renee: 

If your sons do commit any ax murders, I’m sure 
itll be because they’re just so male. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

This was taken from the El Paso Times: 

Transvestite Hid Handgun in Rectum 

Sometimes on the crime beat, it’s best to let the 
police write the news story. This piece of information 
was in a press release issued Thursday by police Lt. 
Edward Ortega: 

“At 2:45 a.m. (Thursday) a transvestite in full 
battle gear, Marvin ‘Jovana’ Rodriguez, 27, from 
Juarez, was arrested at 100 W. San Antonio (on a 
charge of) burglary of auto. Rodriguez was taken to 
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ENQUIRING MINDS 


THE EERE MriCHAEL BOLTON AND 
COWARDLY LION CO;NCiDENCES! 

I. Michael Bolton ‘S$ an overwrought, whiny Singer! 

The Cowardly Lion iS an OVerwrought, whiny dancer! 

7. Michael Bol-to, thinks he's a Soulfi,/ Blues man. 

The Cowardly Lion thinks hes a fierce Vredator. 
CBolton’s Seen Predator G6 4umes.) 


2 Michael Bolton stole Nicolette Sheridan from Horry L lamul in. 
The Cowardly lioh Stole a guard uniform From Flying monkeys 


2 Typical Quote : Bolton wai ling) “ Aaaugh 1 
C. Lion Cretreating) Aaa gn: 
5 Bolton toured América with long -hawed Kany © 
The Cowar ly Lion toured Oz with long-haired Dorothy. 
& Bolton opened for Cher in Vegas. Glenda the (ood Witch 
and Cher, obviously Share the Same wigmaKers, 


} And, ae) mos} damning : a 


Pie oe of al ae = 

Or NES Bolton and the ( 

ey Cowardly Lion Ee 
. ae es 
RKs\; -€tfemina 
5) 2 

—— FA: hairstyle! 
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the Central station detaining cells, where officers 
noticed him squirming around incessantly. Police 
investigated why Rodriguez could not sit still and 
found a .25-caliber pistol . . . in his rectum.” 

Jail records late Thursday showed Rodriguez 
was being held under $19,000 bond on charges of 
auto burglary and unlawfully carrying a weapon. 

Talk about dressed to kill! Do you think he 
should become an “anusol” spokesman? Do you think 
he was a man of high caliber? 

Yours truly, 

G. Dorian Rascon 

El] Paso, Tex. 
Dear Dorian: 

He might not have been a man of high caliber, but 
he was probably a man of high colonic. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Have you ever reviewed a movie that contained 
an odd number of breasts? My politically correct 
friends who read your column in the dark corners of 
dingy bars would revile me for asking this question, 
but I’m sure a large number of them would like to 
know the answer. 

Please don’t use my real name. 

Sincerely, 

Just Curious 

Columbus, O. 
Dear Curious: 

The politically correct answer is that all breast 
counts are even numbers. 

Those of us familiar with the whole disgusting 
truth, as revealed in drive-in numbers, know that 
odd is more fun. 





Contest #1 


Will Safford of Albany, New York: “I’ve enlisted 
the help of one of my roommates, Jim Nolan, who has 
also seen this movie. We saw it on cable. I don’t know 
which service, but it probably wasn’t one of the 
‘premium’ ones. There were three basic groups in the 
movie. We had the basic zombies running around the 
woods, eating people. We had the High Priest with 
his army. We had the normal people/scientists/etc. 
who were just trying to live. The Head Zombie (or 
Priest) extended his life by sucking the life force/ 
blood/whatever out of virgins/women. The priest 
group wanted the women from the normal group as 
a source for their High Priest. There were basic 
thugs running around, driving trucks. They also 
wanted to capture a rocket guy, so they could con- 
quer the world. The rocket guy is a salient point, 
distinguishing this movie from others of its ilk. The 
guy had a helmet and shoulder launchers, with 
model rockets mounted thereto. When I say model 
rockets, I mean these were recognizeable kits straight 
off hobby store shelves. He would launch them at 
objects, the models would fly through the air, then 
would allegedly blow up whatever was aimed at. 
That’s about what we can remember. I’d love to know 
what the movie is, if you and your readers can come 


ae Contest #2 


Wes Pierce of Orlando: “A few years ago I read 
an interview, which appeared in Fangoria maga- 
zine, featuring actor Robert Clark, star of the 1950’s 
drive-in/horror/sci-fi/cult classic The Hideous Sun 
Demon. In the interview he stated that he had just 
appeared in a film, which, at that time, had not been 
released yet. The film was a comedy in which an 
alien lands on Earth near a drive-in movie theater 
and decides to use the drive-in movie as a feeding 
ground by preying on unsuspecting patrons. I don’t 
know if the film was ever released or not, but the plot 
should be interesting to Joe Bob Report readers.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the October 3 issue, Brock “Sweet Lou” 
Silvers of Chicago asked about “an English-lan- 
guage movie about an ancient Taoist monastery in 
China. Wealthy pilgrims come to the monastery to 
celebrate some holiday, and claim to witness one of 
the monks getting nekkid with a woman, which 
would be strictly against all monkly codes of conduct. 
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When they report this incident to the Abbot, they 


discover that the part of the monastery with the 
nekkid couple has been closed for centuries. Next, 
the monks are implicated in the murder of the 
previous Abbot. Does this movie have it all, or what? 

We received six correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Bill Hatton of Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts: 
“The mystery movie is The Haunted Monastery, a 
20th Century-Fox film based on the novel of the 
same name written by Robert van Gulik. The cast is 
almost entirely Chinese, with a few Japanese, all 
English speakers. The director was Jeremy Kagan, 
Judge Dee was played by Khigh Alx Dinegh, and 
Keye Luke (of the Charlie Chan movies) also ap- 
peared. I taped this from a local TV station. The 


movie date is illegible on the tape, but the book was 
first published in 1961. The ‘wealthy pilgrims’ were 
Judge Dee, his three wives, his lieutenants, and 
retainers. They are going home to the Han-Yuan, 
which is the judge’s district. Judge Dee solves the 
mystery of the murdered Abbot and the nekkid 
woman. Judge Dee was a real district magistrate in 
seventh-century China. He was famous for solving 
crimes, which was one of a district magistrate’s 
duties, along with those of Chief of Police, Justice of 
the Peace, and local representative of the Emperor. 
He was the first recorded detective, real or fictional. 
Van Gulik translated and published one of the old 
stories in 1949. Most of the stories circulating in 
China were written centuries after Judge Dee lived 
and were probably apocryphal. Van Gulik wrote at 
least 15 himself, based on the character and van 


Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 








send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get an autographed 1995 
binder for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires January 31, 1995. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 1995 
binder—S80 in foreign countries. 


[_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


OOKS 

INDERS 

ACK ISSUES 

Ordering information for any of Joe Bob’s five books, 


1990-95 binders, or list of back issues available by writing 
to address below. 





Joe Bob had these jackets made up as special Christmas presents 
for the crew of his TV show, and they were such a hit, he decided to offer 
them to his fans, too. These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray 
wool body with red leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back 
is a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra 
stitching to read “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob") in red script on the left 
front costs $6 extra. First deadline for ordering is February 15. Allow 8 weeks 
from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/16-18,5/36,M/38,L/40- 
42, XL/42-44, XXL/46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to provide 
shipping address and fill out the following: 


$ Jacket $155 (XXL orlarger $170) Size 
$ (Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 

$ Name on front $6 

$ Shipping $5 Name on Jacket 

$ Total Daytime phone 


Buy a Year, Get an Autographed 1995 Binder for $10! 


Name 
Address 

City 

Charge Card # ih aes 
Check one: MC __ Visa __ Exp. Date 
Signature 


= 5 


‘Cappuccino My Built’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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Gulik’s knowledge of Chinese cus- 
toms. The Haunted Monastery is 
one of these. Van Gulik modified 
some of the traditional features of 
the Chinese detective stories for 
Western tastes. He soft-pedaled 
the importance of ghosts, who of- 
ten revealed important clues, and 
the gory details of the punish- 
ments dealt to the criminals.” 
Additional information came 
from our five runners-up... 
Richard Linoleum of Park 
Forest, Illinois: “Sweet Lou wants 
not a movie but a made-for-TV, 
and an excellent one at that— 
Judge Dee and the Monastery 
Murder (1974), with Khigh Dhiegh 
(best known as Yen Lo in The 
Manchurian Candidate or Wo Fat 
in Hawaii Five-O) outstanding as 
Judge Dee. The script was by Ni- 
cholas Meyer (he wrote the out- 
standing Invasion of the Bee Girls, 
1973). Alsoin Judge Dee are Mako, 
Soon-Taik Oh, Miiko Taka, Irene 
Tsu, James Hong and Keye Luke. 
No commercial smash since this 
unfortunately was the one and 
only Judge Dee mystery (so far).” 
Bob Campbell of Weymouth, 
Massachusetts: “In 1949 the noted 
Sinologist Robert van Gulik trans- 
lated and published Dee Goong An 
(a/k/a The Celebrated Cases of 
Judge Dee), a seventeenth-cen- 
tury Chinese novel detailing the 
exploits of the historical seventh- 
century magistrate Dee Jen-djieh. 
Mr. Van Gulik liked the character 
so much that he proceeded to write 
a series of sequels of the adven- 
tures of Judge Dee, imitating the 
original (anonymous) novel’s style. 
Of these pastiches, The Haunted 
Monastery is one of the best, and 
was published in Kuala Lumpur 
in 1961. Both The Haunted Mon- 
astery and Dee Goong An are pub- 
lished by Dover Books, and I be- 
lieve are still in print. They are 
well worth reading. Others in the 
series were recently reprinted by 
Scribner’s in paperback, but may 
be out of print. Try secondhand 
bookshops. All are excellent.” 


Brent A. Richardson of Co- 
lumbus, Ohio: “Judge Dee and the 
Monastery Murder (ABC TV, 1974) 
was a busted TV pilot movie. The 
pilot was based on van Gulik’s 
book The Chinese Bell Murders.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Gail Gerstner-Miller of Albu- 
querque, New Mexico, and Irvin 
Lush of Louisville, Kentucky. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 


videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Books 


Curious if your favorite actress ever had a 
bondage scene? See Bound for Hollywood, 
Volume I. 80 B&W looseleaf pages, hun- 
dreds of listings, scores of photos, indexed 
by actresses, titles. $14 to HCI, Dept. JB, 
P.O. Box 69976, Los Angeles, CA 90069. 


Video Sales 


Troma Video Universe. Uncut, classic 
Troma movies including Class of Nuke ’Em 
High, Blood Hook, Girls School Screamers 
and Zombie Island Massacre have been 
restored to their original Director’s Cut 
versions and arenow available directly from 
Troma. Only $9.95 each (add $3.50 S&H). 
For the official Tromabilia catalog send $3 
to: Tromabilia, Radio City Station, P.O. Box 
486, New York, NY 10101-0486 or call 1- 
800-83-TROMA to order your videos today! 


Fan Clubs 


It’s here! The new fan club address for 
actress/writer Debbie Rochon. Send 
S.A.S.E. for info regarding pictures, cur- 
rent film releases and media updates to: 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


P.O. Box 1299, New York City 10009. 


Video Trades 


Hard-To-F ind videos for Trade or Sale. Ital- 
ian Horror, Sci-Fi, Cult, Animation, Bruce 
Lee, plus out-of-print vidoes of Traci Lords. 
Send a list of what you’re looking for and if 
I have it, we'll work something out. Write 
to: Anthony Canzona, P.O. Box 783, Pearl 
River, NY 10965. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 
Place a personal ad or message, 


r 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Fax your | 
| ad to 214-985-7448 and charge to Visa/ | 
| MC for $1 additional fee (don’t forget | 
| your signature and expiration date) or | 
mail your ad with check payable to The 

| Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, | 
| TX 75221. Your ad will appear in ap- | 
| proximately three weeks. | 
| | 
| | 

cS 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run ad a second time at half price! 
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